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was the pretorum and the tents of the 
officers, and in the latter the tents of the 
centurions and common soldiers, On 
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corn field, and the walls which formerly 
afforded Pena to men who delighted 






es oe world converted to the same 
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ROMANTIC HISTORY OF 
ST. GEORGE, THE TUTELAR 
SAINT OF ENGLAND. 


Or all legendary tales, or fictions. of 
romance, none perhaps interest the mind 
more than when they have relation to 


that kind more to the t 
number of the Mirror than eX 
its of St. the tutelar Saint of 


There is little doubt but that 
most of the readers of this instructive 
miscellany are well conversant with the 
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immediately prepared to encounter 

Coming to the middle of the 

where his ‘infectious enemy lay 

atin g on the Lesa in a deep cave, 

the dragon espyed the champion, and ran 

with such fury against him, as if he 

would have devoured both man and horse 
in a moment ; but the champion bein 
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. George that he had almost 
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him through 
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BY MRS. CORNWELL RARON WILSON. 
Pune ‘is the prayer from CHILDHOOD’s lip that 


early dew, that glitters on the rose;) 


261 


Thrice blest! the infant orisohe that rise, 
(Earth's sweetest incense !) to the morning skies! 
In after-years;— MAN’s .prayer to. heay’n is 
. stain’d, 
By earthly passions, in his breast retain’d ;— 
Some darting vice—some fondly-cherish’d care, 
Some taint of human frailty, mingles there ! 
But CHILDHOOD’s prayers, ere guilt’s dark path ° 
is trod , 


Inspired by nature, rise to nature’s God! 
By um, are mark’d (when here by man forgot) 
Who bless’d young children, and forbade them 


not; 
Hua, to whose lip divine, the task was giv’n, 
To teach mankind of such is the bright host of 
heav’n! 


TO CHARLOTTE, ON HER BIRTH DAY.° 


Hears to my love; and may some angel blest 
Convey the raptures of my faithfal breast, : 
On the light wings of gratefal joy upborne, 

T hail the day, and bless th’ auspicious morn. 


Sweet daughter of St. George, thy beauty fires 

My panting bosom and my heart inspires: 

Lovely that boon, with modesty combin’d ; 

Transcendent charm! when virtue wees = 
mind, 


Possess’d of these, fair maid, th’ attempt is vain, 
When pride assails contentment’s placid ar 
May each celestial pow’r its aid impart, 

And grant the fervent wishes of my heart. 


As the gay fairy with fantastic flirt, 
Skips o’er the lawn and leaves each flow’r un- 
hurt, 

So light thy footsteps tread this maze of life, 

With the sharp thorn and prickly briars rife. 

May nought of care thy virgin heart molest ;’ 

No adverse wind assail thy tender breast : 

But when rade Boreas rears his chilling form, 

Some’ guardian angel shield thee midst the 
storm. 


May health and peace with soft content unite; . 

Combine each charm, and give thy soul delight : 

Bid ev'ry hour with unmix’d pleasure flow, 

Nor that alone, but happiness bestow. 

Thus, when the lamp of life shall waste its fire, 

The lambent glimmring of the flame expire, 

Thy parting spirit takes the heav’nward flight, 

And waves her pinions in the realms of light. - 
Cravis. 


TESTIMONIES OF ANCIENT 
HEATHEN WRITERS CONCERN- 
ING CHAOS. ze 
Ir was an ancient tradition 
Heathen, that the world was 


« First of all there wasa chaos ;” 


; and a few verses after; speaking of the 
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Tate oe AN ODE TO 4 Plo WHILE HIS NOB. 
oe Brom (For the Mirror.) 


‘Chaos 

darkness),” Haak! hark! that pig, the hideous pote 

i More loud, more dissonant, each moment grows 
Would younot think the knife was in his throat, 
And yet they're only boring through his nose. _ 
Thou foolish beast, so rudely to withstand 
Thy master’s will, to feel such idle fears ; 
Why pig, there’s notaledyintheland .. -- 


Pig, *tis your master’s pleasure, then be stilt! 
And hold your nose to let the irom through, =~ 

Dare you resist your lawful sovereign’s will.» 
Rebellious swine! ye know not what.ye do. 


To man o'er every beast the power was given, 
Pig, hear the truth, and never murmar more, 

Would’st thou rebel against the will of heaven’! 
Thou impious beast be still-and let them bore. 


The social pig, resigns his natural rights, - 
When first with man, he covenants to live, 
He barters them, for safer sty delights 
For grains and wash which man alonecen give. 
Non bene junctarum discordia semina rerum.” Sure is provision on the social plan, 
That Secure the comforts that te each belong, 
is, Oh, happy swine, the impartial sway of man, 
One face had nature, which they chaos nam’d, - Alike protects the weak pig and the strong. 
An undigested lump, « barren load, And you resist, you struggle now, because 
Where jarring seeds of things illjoined abode. | ‘Your master has thought Sit to bore your nose, 


Others of the ancients have also mad You grunt in flat rebellion to the laws 
mention ef i Aristoph at Society finds needful to impose. 
a x 2 oA Go to the forest, pig, and there deplore 
“ *Xdos qv wal Nii The miserable lot of savage swine, 
pate » ae FO then See young pigs, flying, from the savage boar, 
. How wretchedly, how scantily they dine. 


Behold the hourly danger, when, who will > 
May bunt, or snare, or seize them for his food, 
Oh! happy pig, whom none presumes to kill, 
Till your protecting master thinks it good. 
And when at last, the hour of closing life 
Arrives (for pigs must die as well as men), 
When in your throat you feel the long sharp 
knife 
And your whole body is convulsed with pain, 


Then, when the death wound yawning wide, 
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(To the Editor of the Mirror.) 
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LINES TO ROSA, UPON HER OBTAINING 
9 THE « PRIZE OF MERIT.” 
Rosa, the “ Prize of Merit,” take, 
For thou hast won it well! 
And still, thro’ many a distant year, 
Past pleasures it shall tell. 


Whate’er may be thy lot in tife,— 
Betide or weal or woe— 

Thou little deem’st how pure a joy 
From memory’s fount may flow. 

Hast thoa ne’er seen, when storms have lour’d 
At noon around thy head, 

A ray of sunshine gild the spot 
That own'd at morn thy tread ! 

So shall it be in after life— 


it 


mE 


And should’st thou wed and rear to deck 
Thy home a happy race; 

Oh! bid them, like thyself, press on 
Fair science’ paths to trace! 


Tell them that wealth, with all itsetore 
Of flattery and of 


Mie 


gold, 
Oft hides beneath its purple vest, 
A heart both false and cold. 


Tell them that beauty, tho’ it win 
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song, which he sang 


end, tuzous enthusiasm, not forgetting: 
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it that due moush which expressed 
satisfactorily the vast. importance-- 
viously attached to the subject. Swipes 
had come to our meeting in bodily fear of 
being lectured upon his sentiments and 
conduct, and so you may guess his very 
agreeable disappointment, when he found 
We were. 80 much disposed to fall in with 
his foible. Nothing, however, could ex« 
ceed his amazement, when Cleishmeclaw, 


commenced 
the fine tune of “+ O ’tis Love, *tis Love.” 
O, *T1s sweet, *tls sweet, *tis sweet, a Radical 
to be 6 


O, *tis sweet while life doth last, a Radical to be! 
The king may be an excellent man 
For aught that I can see, 
But [ guess it is a shameful plan 
That he never has noticed me; 
So after all my mind’s made up 
To rail at monarchy, 
For there's nothing half so sweet in life, 
As a Radical to be! 


O, "tts sweet, tis sweet, *tls sweet, a Radical 


to be, 
O, ‘tis sweet while life doth last, a Radical to be ! 
The ministry are but shuffling banda, 
As any one may spy, 
That looks into their gear and lands 
With only half an eye: 
For many they've got sinecures, 
But never a one for me; 
So the only way to get one’s dues 
Is a Radical to be ! 
And 0, 'tis sweet, ‘tis sweet, tis sweet, a Radb- 
cal to be, 


For many a living they've got in store. 
But where is there one for me? 
So from morn to night, and from night to 
I'N grow! most fariously— 
For the Church and) State 


are laugh'd to 
sore bybah det or? al 
And all for want of me. 











. Phe Ha ete 
; to 
cones pa ve 


one accord, we all caused the parlour 
pa ney a eee cape 
Swipes took the: hint ; 


_Poor Swipes is now in all essential re- 
spects an altered man—he has married a 
=— and a good one—is always seen be- 


cerns—goes 
guiarly to church, and gives proof by 
rectitude of his dealings, and bene- 
volence to the poor in his neighbourhood, 
that religion is not without some power 
on his heart. He has, moreover, abjured 
small beer and weak tea, and enjoys in 
moderation a pipe and tankard ; but yet 
pr an occasional touch upon 
chord— Reform. 
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PETER PINDARICS; 
OR, JOE MILLER VERSIFIED. 





A GOOD TAKE OFF. 
Sam Foors was a wag, as we all of us know, 
Aye, he was the fellow to ply a bon mot, 
A sample d‘ye say ?—Sir, it’s yours in a minute; 
And I know it will please you before I begin it. 
At the Hay-market one night, 
An unfortunate wight 
Was so cruclly mimick’d, next day 
His footman he sent ; 
e respects you'll present, 
And bid Mr. Foote call, ifhe’s coming this way.? 
Sam obey’d-—* Sir, be seated ; 
I'm told that you treated 
Me rudely last night on the stage : 
What times these to scoff! 
To be thus taken off ! 
O, Sir, I protest it’s a scandalous age !* 
Says Foote, “ I repent, Sir, 
In sooth I lament, Sir, 
To have caused you ales ! so much pain; 
But since I can scoff, 
And take others off— 
Why I'll take myseff off! shall I then, Sir, obtain 
Your forgiveness ?°—* O yes, 
_. That's quite fair I confess, 
Do that, and I’ve no more to say.” 
, Then a lucky expedient, 
eo “ your obedient, 
iwi myer¥ eB-Bit, wish you good day.” 
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Reminiscences.. 
No. XIV. 


( To the Editor of the Mirror.) — 
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My face is my fortune, Sir,'said she—Old Song. 
L 


AND art thou gone, my Bri 
Dead !—Well, we all must fall! 
Death is the greatest sweeper, for 
He sweepeth man and all! 
2. 
Art gone 2—Thou street philosopher! 
Meek man in black !—ah ! when 
Again shall such philanthropist 
Make cican the ways of men? 


friend? 


3% 
A sable Jaques thou hast been 
"Eyeing man’s fitfal range: 
And thou, with hat pull'd down, hast seen 
. In thy brief time much change ! 
re 4... 


5. 
The silken dame, with virtue's stamp, 
Giving a sigh—but that! . 
from g ruin’d sleepless 
: fill'd thy napless hat! 


6. | 
Thou hast seen the effect of Martin's act 
unkind; 


- A Catholic life- 


7, 


Thou wert a slave—yea, a black slave, 
English land‘ 


on 
Slave at a stand-still to a walk, 
With stretch'd imploring hand! 
, S 
A slave !—Why did not 


Dead !—dead, and gone!—The gentle wan, 
The spirit’s lost! ot 

Thy course, like true 
Th 


thy life 4id-grace; 
The Monument was o'er thy 


The mourning in thy face | 


I, new, like some poor 
To hunt out thy remains ; : 
And find that they are gone away; 
Thy gains, the rich regains! 
17... 
Thy will is just,—aye, just as we rer 
Look’d for from thy onse 5 des 
Thy post thou hast left to Mr. Hume; ; 
Who looks to the people's pence! “ 
‘ 18. 
broom is left to Cobbett, to Py, Fe 
bi bp aseptade ada 
‘mark'd for sale, = 


" Will wake the Irish dead ! 


In them be finds Ris riches | 
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*" “She Garherer. 
“ Tiaficbut a Gatherer and disposer of other 
“5 men's stuff,*— Wotton. 


1 IMPROMPTU 
* ‘Written on the back of a Summons. 


Ustweicome messige’ td the ffames ~ 


eee tien thee thes al call _. 
Aue from them their all, their little 
. b SDisawOd whey? 





THE MIRROR. 


, o«; A, DEAD DIALOGUE, . 


G. Monro. 





Tae follbwing curious Dead “i 
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. Pray, “Madam, how 


and poor little Jacky is absolutely dying 
of the same complaint. _ 





LOGIC.—DR. JOHNSON. 
Ir a lad who turnips cries, - 
Cry not when: his father dies, 

-: °Tis a prouf thet hehad rather 
Have a turnip than a father. 





ae EPIGRAM 
On @. Musician and Dancing Master, 
who decamped’ with cash, subscribed 
for a musical publication. : 
His time was quick, his touch was fleet ; 


‘One gold he nimbl od 
Alike with hands ; 


Yet while we blame his hasty flight 
Our censure ma ee 
A Araveller is y right, 
To change his notes for cash. 
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MOTTO FOR A CANNON BALL. 





tis.”” a 
(The instrument of mortality and immor- 
tality.) ws = 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Inu answer to the inquiry of niore- than one 
correspondent we beg to'stale, a tetter-box, for 
communications for the Mrmaor, has been placed 
in the windew of the Mirror-office. © 
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